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ADVERTISEMENT, 


HE Plan f the following Piece was 1aken . 
the Ninth Book of SPENCER's Fairy Queen: F 
the Reader compares them together, he will ſee how 


much the Author. flands indebted to that Poem. 
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T was one Evening, when I chanc'd to tray, 
1 In the lone Foreſt, that I loſt my Way : 
No Path to guide; nor could my F ancy trace 

The leaſt Rememeunge of the lovely Place: 

For ſure a more delightful Spot of Ground, 

| Nor was, nor is, nor ever ſhall be found. 

Within a verdant Lawn, a Hill there ſtood, 

On every Side ſurrounded by a Wood; | 
Here Trees o'er Trees in matchleſs H eight did = 
Till the tall Branches ſeem'd to reach the Skies: 5 1 | 
Whilſt all beneath was Amarantine Bowers, . | 
Where Man's Pencil touch'd the op ning Flowers. | 
A limpid Stream ſtole ſoftly through the Plain. 
Wichour a Murmur, and without a Stain ; $7 : "a0 | 
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(7) 
Hill Trees and Flowers calle to the View, 
And paints the Beauties of the Scene anew. 


| When to this Place my wand'ring Steps drop nigh, 
1 heard the Sound of Muſick from on High; 
A Shepherd's Pipe it was, both loud and ſhrill; 
No Pipe was ever tun'd with better Skill: 
And many nimble Feet did there rebound, 
Trip o'er the Turf, and beat the hollow Ground, 
Nearer I drew to the inviting Glee, 


Which having only heard, I long'd to ſee ; 
When I a Troop of dancing Nymphs ſurvey d, 
And in the midſt a piping Shepherd play dz 


Nor durſt I enter on the open Green, 

Or more advance, for fear of being ſeen 

Leſt of their Mirth a Witneſs had they known, 
It might have marr'd their Pleaſure and my own z 
But in the Covert of the Wood I hid, 

Unſeen myſelf, yet ſeeing all they did. 


An hundred naked Virgins white as Snow, ( 
My Eyes beheld, all dancing i in a Row, 1 
And now they join oin'd their H ands and form'd a Ring, , 
Around Three Maids that did __ Dance and d Sg 1 
© Whoſe % 


| Whoſe Charms excelld the other Nymphs as far, 
| As the bright! Moon out- ſhines the ſmalleſt Star. 

1 7 Theſe Three, another Damſel did infold, 
no ſparkl'd like a Di'mond ſet in Gold. 


And Beauteous more than theſe ſhe ſeem'd to be, 


As thoſe leſs Beauteous than the other Three. 
A roſey Chaplet on her Head ſhe wore, 
(No Chaplet ever was ſo grac'd before.) 

And ever as the Troop around her paſt, 

They at her F eet the ſweeteſt F lowers caſt, 
But moſt of all thoſe Three their Gifts beſtow, 
Which made her lov'Iier ſtill and low lier grow. 


| Theſe were the Graces, Daughters of Delight, 
E& Who Dance upon this Hill both Day and Night. 
(For ſuch true Joys in Sylvan Scenes appear 

4 Deſcending Heaven found Elyſium here.) 

But that Fair One, ſo far above all Praiſe, 


She was that Jolly Shepherd 's ardent Flame, 
(Alas, poor Collin!) Collin was his Name. 

Pipe, jolly Shepherd, with thy Oaten Reed, 
Pipe to thy Love that makes thy Heart to bleed; 
Thy Love that's preſent with thee in this Place, 
r Love that's here advance d to be another Grace. 
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Was ſhe to whom that Shepherd tun'd his Lays; 
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And now he tunes an Heaw'n- inſpir d Lay, 
How Souls by Sympathy are ſtol'n away, 
And how exchang'd, and how united proves, 
And tells of Mortal and Immortal Loves. 
Shews all the nobleſt Deeds that have been done, 
In Love were ended, or in Love begun. 
“Each Female Art he ſung, and every Charm, 
To win the Wiſeſt, and the Coldeſt warm; 
„Fond Love, the gentle Vow, the gay Deſire, 
“The kind Deceit, the ſtill-reviving Fire, 
4 Perſuaſive Speech, and more perſuaſive Sighs, 
e Silence that ſpeaks, and Eloquence of Eyes.” 


Thus whilſt the Swain I mmortals entertains, 
My beating Heart kept Meaſure to his Strains, 
No longer could my raviſh'd Senſes hold, 

By hearing charm'd, and ſeeing made me bold; 
Beſides, the Whole did like Inchantment hem, 


A ſweet Deluſion, or a pleaſing Dream. 


Which made me raſh reſolve, and rudely go, 
| The Truth to prove, and what it meant to know G | 
When as I ſtood reveal'd in open Light, 
They vaniſh'd quick as Lightning from my Sight. 
Gone quite and clean, which Way I never knew, 


As ſoon as ever I appear'd in view, 
** 
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lu fave that Shepherd who bewail'd his Fate: 
0 So ſad was he, and ſo diſconſolate, 

a He broke his Pipe, and ſmote upon his Breaſt, 
N His Looks, his Actions, all his Grief confeſt: 

ä And I, who no leſs ſorry was than He, 


Much long'd to know of Him, what this might be: 


Slow I approach'd him, with the conſcious Senſe, 
of one who has committed an Offence: _ 
Thus humbly greeting, Courteous Shepherd Hail, 
| Say, who are theſe Fair Nymphs whom you bewail? 
hus joy'ous, do they Daily round the Throng; 
Thus Daily croud to hear thy lovely Song, 

Thus Daily-Dance they, and thus Daily Play, 
WThus bleſt, thus happy, art thou ev'ry Day? 
I pray thee tell, who may theſe Beauties be, 


Which thou, and thou alone, may'ſt freely ſee, 
And when I ſaw, why fled they ſo from me? 


Leſs happy I, than thou unhappy art, 
Whoſe Preſence, hence has caus'd them to depart; | 


hom thou canſt never more recall again. 
(To me reply'd that Love-inſpir'd Swain.) 
For none can bring them back, when they are gone, 


But he who they are I to ſmile upon. 


All 
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4 3 Thoſe Ladies which thou didſt ſo lately ſee, 


All differing, in Honour and Degree, | 

Are Favourites, to the Laughter-loving Queen, 
Chief of her Train, and ever with her ſeen. 
They all are Graces, but by Three ſhe's dreſt, 
The neareſt, deareſt, whom ſhe loves the beſt. 
Theſe are the Daughters of O/ympian Fove, 
Begot upon Euryno?” in this Grove. 

Three Goddeſſes, the Siſters of one Birth, 

Who ſmile upon me, and approve my Mirth. 


Theſe Three on Men all gracious Gifts beſtow, 
That civiliſe the Savage World below. 
The noble Mind, that knows to do, or ſay, 


Soft courteous Speech, that ſteals the Heart, away, 


Arts, Science, Beauty, Wit, polite Addreſs, 
Kindneſs, Complacency, and Tenderneſs; 

' Manners that makes the Man, Behaviour ſweet; 

Virtue and Truth, that render Worth compleat; 

Free Bounty, Friendly Offices, that bind, 

And univerſal Love, to all Mankind. 


The Graces always wear a ſmiling Face, 


That we, with pleaſing Looks, ourſelves may grace; 
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And naked they appear to mortal Eyes, 
To ſhew that Love ſhould be without Diſguiſe. 
By their immortal ſpringing Youth we're told, 
Remembrance of good Deeds ſhould ne'er. wax old. 
WJ Friendſhip and Love's uwiolable Bands, 
$ They teach are ſacred, by their joining Hands.. 
So ever in the Dance themfelves they bore, _- 
That one was ſeen Behind, and two Before; 
From whence this myſtic Meaning will appear, 
Some Good tho” paſt, yet greater Good is near. 


Such were theſe Virgins of Immortal Birth, 

| But that Fourth Maid, a Native of this Earth, 

She in the midſt, ſhe whom my Soul deſires, / / 

Whoſe Virtue charms me, as her Beauty fires ; 

Who ſhines a Conſtellation of Renown, 

Beſet with Stars, like 4riadne's Crown; 

That Faireſt, Lovelieſt, who deſerves to be. 

A Grace for ever, with the other Three: 

She is a Shepherdeſs, and nothing more, 

Whom I (and all that ſee her) muſt adore; 

For which the Graces, that here chuſe to dwell, 

Who know her Worth, and read her Merit well, 


Have, for more Honour, brought to this glad Place 
To celebrate the making her a Grace. 


To) 


She oft has made me pipe faſt heretofore; 11 L236n lll 
Now faſter will I pipe, and more and more. 


Fair CovenTRY! a Thouſand Graces join, 


To form a Beauty, half as great as thine ! 


\ . No Painting can ſuch Lovelineſs expreſs, b 
| As that makes you, you make the Art . leſs. 

| The youthful Poet's Fancy you excell, [3 

And Heav'n was never yet deſcrib'd ſo well. 

| O thou, whoſe lovely penetrating Eyes 8 
On dart with Eaſe through every Diſguiſe, 

| Forgive thy Shepherd, who with fond Deceit 

| | Has plac'd his Miſtreſs? Praiſe beneath thy Feet; 1 4 
| That when your Glory ſhall be far diſplay * N 
To future Times, of her Mention * be made. | 
| 
| 
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